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eigner** in the group.    Presently,, on the grounds
that I was an inefficient lumberman, I was  discharged.
I saw Louis just once after that.   He was altogether a Frenchman again, but for one thing.   Ever since we had been together he had been wearing some of my clothes, even though they were far too small for him.    Among other articles he had frequently worn a pair of gray trousers, my Sunday-go-to-meeting ones, in fact the only pair of to-day-I-am-not-working pants I owned*   Louis looked so funny in them; they reached well above his ankles on his thin mast-like legs and were tighter by far around the hips than anything he must have worn in his days before the mast.   As I was about to leave the camp, I demanded that he divest himself of my precious belongings, but lie refused.   So I planned my revenge*   On the Sunday following my discharge, I had settled down, as we will presently see, in Stacy-ville, and I felt a special need of my pantaloons.   So I decided I would go a~hunting for them*    I borrowed a ,38 rifle for the occasion^ and strapping it over my shoulder, soon after dinner I started on my punitive errand*   On reaching the camp, I squatted myself under a tree, whose branches reached well down to the ground and there I waited patiently for the appearance of my trousers*   They did not show up all afternoon and at night I returned to Stacy-The nest Sabbath I started again on my hunt; tht! riindy money 1 had* to buy A pres-hich they did in Italy is not farming, or even farmry, "From the Appe-lose them.
